


has been more unapproachable than ever. All these people, these trees, 
these little mounds of grass, all this gravel and concrete have taken him 
under their spell. I see him as if through a window—strained, sometimes 
smiling briefly, mocking some hidden and forbidden thought. He is beyond 
our reach, in a world that for the moment only he can grasp with both 
hands. 


May 30 = We have finally got to the conversation about his 
scenario between Guido and Carini—or, rather, the critic’s tirade (Se- 
quence 3). There is a long rehearsal for Rougeul, in the role of Carini, 
to whom Fellini’s methods are torture. 

“One gets one’s lines a half-hour before shooting,” the French writer 
turned actor complains; “barely time to learn them. And besides, he works 
completely externally: all his directions serve only to define the character 
or the action from the outside. Certainly, he succeeds in getting one to do 
what he wants, but at first one automatically looks for some insight into the 
character, which he doesn’t provide. And these bits of wood on the ground 
to guide me—I never know where they are, and I dare not seem to be 
looking for them. And if I stop a centimeter behind or ahead, the whole 
take is ruined.” 

Today, to top off everything, Rougeul has learned his lines for nothing. 
The sun has been obscured by clouds, and, contrary to what one has a 
right to expect in Rome in May, they grow thicker instead of scattering. 
Each of us kills time in his own way while we wait for sunshine. Piero 
Gherardi earns the admiration of the property men by making a ping-pong 
ball balance atop the jet from a fountain, and the orchestra, tired of 
doing nothing, goes into a twist tune. 

“What do you mean, ‘tired of doing nothing’?” Gianni is reading over 
my shoulder. “That’s part of the picture. Federico just chose the song.” 

“But the twist has nothing to do with the 1930’s.” 

“We're going to have a potpourri. . . .” 

Gianni winks as he leaves me to ponder this new mystery. True, one 
never knows whether Gianni is telling the truth or playing tricks. He loves 
to tease people, and, when they fall for it, bursts out laughing, and points 
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